cult to walk. Ah! that grassy mud under my feet, the
stinging whip of branches on my calves, the bird
which took to flight at my approach; heavy, clapping
wings! Then I found myself in this arm-chair, close
to the hearth where a great funny crackling fire was
burning.

She was staring hard at Franfois's face.

"Don't you rekernize them door-knobs? You wan-
ted to take them away. ..."

Fran?ois glanced at the knobs which once had held
such fascination for him. They had been the very signs
and symbols of luxury, brass knobs which looked like
cold and glittering eggs.

"You'd drunk a bowl of hot chocolate on that there
little table: the mahogany top was all blistered.
They put a slip on it afterwards to hide the
marks."

"The wind was blowing great guns, wasn't it?"

"Come to think, now, it was: wild enough to blow
the tiles off the roof, and slamming of 'em down in
the garden. You wore your hair cropped in those
days."

"And I didn't want to go away?"

"That you didn't! You hung on to my skirt and
clung to my bodice. One of the sleeves came un-
stitched: the stuff's always a bit wore away under the
arms."

"And I said that my father had caused my mother
to die?"

"That you did!"

"And they told the police and confronted me with
my father. . . .n

191